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his  eye and  said   quick   and   low,   " Play! play!"
He understood; but instead of simply resuming where he had left off, from force of habit he first gave the leader's usual three sharp taps upon his music desk, and then — so queer a thing is an audience — those people, brought to their feet in an agony of terror, of fire, panic, and sudden death by a woman's cry, now at that familiar tap, tap, tap, broke here and there into laughter. By sixes and sevens, then by tens and twenties, they sheepishly seated themselves, only turning their heads with pitying looks while the ushers removed the unconscious woman.
When the act was over, Mr. Daly — a man of few words on such occasions — held my hands hard for a moment, and said,. " Good girl, good girl!" and I, pleased, dep-recatingly remarked, "It was the music, sir, that quieted them," to which he made answer, "And it was you who ordered the music!"